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N’ HOO are ye gettin® on at the schule, ma
mannie?” enquired Mr. Purdie of his grand-
son who, after several invitations, had con-

descended to sit.ofi the old man's kaee
“Fine,” replicd Macgreegor careicssiy.
"Wis ye dux the day?”
An answer to this question came from the
boy's mother who was washing up the tca things
“Dux!" exclaimed Mrs. Robinson
dux!
an’ he'li never Le duz tll he peys mair attention to
his lessons.”
“Aw, Lizzie” put in John from his seat at the fire-

‘Macgreegor

He's never been dux excep’ at the wrang end,

side, oposite his father-in-law. “Ye're unco scvere

The wean's fme. It's no’ ave the Jaddie that's dux that
maks the cleverest man. I'm shair I wis never dux
when I wis at the schule”

“An’ wha wis tellin’ you ye wis a clever man?”
Lizzie retorted quickly.

“'Deed, ve had me there!" John admitted good-
humoredly. “But ve maun mind it's Macgreegor's first
year at the schule, an™—"

“Ay, ay,” Mr. Purdic mildly interposed. “It's Mac-
greegor's first year at the schule. Me maun mind
that”

“It’s no’ hus first year at gettin’ spiled. Ye're near
as bad as John, fayther!” sa:d Lizzie, as she polished
one of her best plates

Mr. Purdic chuckled and turned once more to his
grandson

“But ye wud like fine to be dux, Macgreegor,” he
said kindly

“Och, I'm no' heedin’” rcturned the boy, putting
one of his grandfather’s peppermints mnto his mouth

“Macgreegor!” his mother exclaimed in a tone of
warning.

“Whit's the use o' bein’ dux?” said the boy. “Ye
get naethin’ fur it but a daft-like medal—an’ it’s no'
real silver, an’ ye dinna get keepin’ 10"

“Ned, that's truth!" murmured John.
“The

medal wis a notion of the young leddy that teaclied the

John!" said lis wife.

“Haud yer tongue,
—the infant clesses, an'—"

“I'm no' in the infants,” cried Macgreegor indig-
nantly. “I'm in the clementry ”

“Weel, weel” his mother returned soothinely. “I
meant o say the elementry, but—"

“Jist that, jist that” put in Mr. Purdie. “An’ I'm
thinkin' the medal’'s no' a bad notion either. Non,
Macgreegor,” he continued impressively, “wod ye no'
Eh?” @

Macgreegor looked at his boots and nodded his head,

like to get the medal to please yer Maw?

rather sheepishly
“That's

Eh?”
“"Mphm,” admitted Macgreegor under his breath.

richt, ma mannic! An' to please yer Paw?

“An' me?”

“Ay,” said the boy more boldly

Mr. Purdic looked from one parent to the other with
a smile of somcthing like triumph. Lizzie nodded
goberly; John grinned bLroadly

“Noo, ma mannic,” Mr. Purdie resumed, “bring
hame the medal, an’—an’ I'll gi'e ye saxpence!”

“Oh, fayther!” said Mrs. Robinson protestingly.

“D'ye hear that, Macgreegor!” cried her husband
glecfully. “There's yer chance!”
“Macgreegor!

fur his kindness?” Mrs. Robinson enquired, a trifle

Whit dae ye say to yer Grandpaw

Slmfl"]_\'
“Thenk ye, Grandpaw,'. said Macgreegor. He was
“If 1 get the saxpence,

he asked presently.

looking unusually thoughful
wull T need to pit it in the bank
“'Deed ay!” promptly replicd his mother

“Then I'm no’ heedin' about 1t,” he returned shortly.

“Na, na,” said Mr. Purdie, winking at his daughter,
“ye'll get daein’ onything ye like wi' the saxpence.”

Lizzie compressed her lips and shook out her towel
with vanecessary violence. John was discreet for once,
and hid his satisfaction behind his evening paper,

Mr Purdie stroked the back of the boy's head.
“\Weel, ma mannie, yc'll ha'e a try at the medal ony-
wey. [Ehi"

“But ye'll no' be here cfter the morn's nicht, Grand
paw.” said Macgreegor.

“A% but I'll shin hear if ye get the medal, an' ye'l
ghin gel yer saxpence,” Mr. Purdic returned, reassur
ingly

Mazcgreegar meditated for nigh a minute. Then he
elipped from his grandiather's knee and procured his
lesson book.

“I'l try an' get it the morn," he said bravely, as he
seitled himself on a stool by his grandfather's side.

Mr. Purdie’s countenance fairly shone.

“An’ I'll hear ye yer readin’ an’ spellin’ the nicht,”
he cried, and John and Lizzic looked at ecach other
wntil the latter's lips relaxed into a smile.

A quicter and more studious evening Macgreegor
%ad never spent, and before he went to bed he knew
lis lesson perfectly. It was, however, unfortunate that,

in his cagerness to do his best, he should have learned
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a lesson which he was supposed to have learned a wesk
previously

The winuer of the medal for the next day. was
Tohnny Knox, who was qute accustomed to the honor:
it was his three days, at least, out of every five. But
it was not once a week that he enjoyed the honor of
being addressed by Macgreegor, who had once cham
pioned his cause in a fight with a bully,

‘Here, Johnny, T want to speak to ye,” said Mac-
greegor, when school was over.

Johnny's small pale face beamed.

“It's a seeret,” added Macgreegor, drawing him aw ay
from. the stream of youngsters.

The beam increased in brightness

“I'll no” tell onybody,” said Johnny, and took it in
the best possible part when his companion retorted—
“Ye better no'!”

Macgreegor took Johnny's arm and conducted him
into a convenient close

Then in a whisper, he put the question: “Wull ye
len' us the medal till the morn's mornin' ?”

‘Len' ye the medal! gasped the astonished Johnny

“Whit d'ye want the medal fur?

“Fun,” was the brief reply. “I'll gi'e ye it back the

morn’'s mornin’, Johnny ™
Johnny looked exceeding dubious
“Come on!" said his friend persuasively. “Len’ us
the medal, Johnny.”

Johnny shook his head

“I—=I'll gi'e ye a ha'p'ny, if ye len' us the medal”
said Macgreegor after some consideration.

“But whit are ye wantin’ it fur:”

“'YE SEE WHAT VE CAN DAE WHEX YE TRY,

“T'll gi'e ye a penny!”

Johnny stared < “Whaur's the penny?” he suddenly
enmuired

“Ye'll get it the morn's mornmm ™

“Fine ham '™ said Johnny in a tone that made Mac-
zreegor clench his fist

“As shair’s death!” he said, restraining himself from
grabbing the battered disk pinned to the other boy's
coat.

But Johnny was not satisfied

“Ye micht lose the medal,” he said slowly, “an’
then—" »

Macgreegor drew his forefinger across his throat, as
he said solemnly: “Y¢'ll get the medal, an' the penny
furbye, the morn's mornmin’.”

He repeated the mystic sign, and Johnny wavered.
His fingers went to the medal and fumbled at the fast
ening

“I'll tak’ it aff fur ye,” said Macgreegor kindly, and
a moment later the medal was in his hand.

Johnny looked fearful, but his power of speech
scemed to be paralyzed. He followed Macgreegor from
the close, walked with him as far as their ways lay
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together, and left him at a street corner, only half-

reassured by many solmen promises and a repetition
of the mystic signm

As for Macgreegor, he set. off for home at a quick
trot, which, however, was not sustained all the way
Indeed, he climbed the stair to his abode at a slower
rate than usval, and knocked so gently for admittance
that his mother was surpnsed to find him at the door.
She had Jeannic, then a mere baby, in her arms and
was just going out to make some purchase for the
tea, so Macgreegor was somewhat relieved to be left
alone with his grandfather

“Weel, ma mannie, an’ hoo did ye get on the day?™”
cried the hearty old gentleman

Very bashfully the boy opened his jacket, disclosing
the medal on his vest, the raised letters of the words
“For Merit” glistening 1n a ray of the afternoon sun-
shine.

Macgreegor had never seen his grandiather so

pleased. Indeed. the old man's enthusiasm and excite-
men soon dissipated the depression which had been
enveloping the youngster's being, and for the moment
Macgreegor felt almost virtuous at making his grand-
father so happy

“Ye sce whit ye can dae when ye try, ma mannie!"”
said Mr. Purdie, gaily, as the boy pocketed the six-
pence “'Deed, yer Paw an’ Maw ‘Il be prood, prood
the nicht!"

Macgreegor hung his head and stopped fingering the
sixpence,

“I'm gaun ootbye fur a wee while,” he said abruptly

Mr. Purdic looked a little disappointed, but sud

cheeriully enough; “Just that! Ye'll be wanting to

play efter yer day's wark. Put ye'll be wanting me ta
hicar ye yer lessons later on, Eh

“It's Friday, so I dinna need to learn ony lessons the
night,” Macgreegor explained, and departed

In the street he met his'chum Willic Thomson. He
Lad intended to ask Willie to join him in melting the
sixpence, but somehow he didn't. He felt the medal
under his jacket, and wished he had removed it before
He was glad to get rid of Willie, and
when the latter had gone, he hung about in the shade

of a necighboring close until it was time to go home

coming out.

for his {ea.

Mr  Purdie, unable to contain himself, had broken
the great news to Lizzie and John in turn, and Mas-
greegor was received, literally, with open arms. John,
of course, was much more demonstrative than his
wife; sull, it could hardly be said that she took the
matter coolly

“Ye're to get a fried egg 1o yer tea, dearie,” she in-
formed her son, after suggesting that he should wash
his face and hands.

“Thenk ye, Maw,” mumbled the boy from the midst
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of the towel. To cat an ege by jowl with his grand

father was usually a treat indeed—it gave Macgreegor
such a manly feehng !—but on this cccasion the promise
failed to arouse rapture

“He's rale modest,” whispered Mr., Purdie a littls
later, when the boy was standing gazing out of the
window,

Macgreegor received numerous pats on the head and
compliments from hic grandfatker and father, but he
accepted them stohdly.

It was the fried cgg that finished him.

“Is yer egg no' nice, dearie?” asked Lizzic at lass,
after several anxious glances at his plate. Mr. Purdie
and John had finished their eggs, and Macgreegor was
not usually behind them.

“Ay, Maw,” he

eat.

replied huskily, and endeavored to
‘Whit's wrang, Macgreegor?” John enquired, deeply
concerned

Macgreegor gulped something which was not egg,
and a tear rolled down his cheek
smud Mr Purdie gently, and put out
stroke his

Knife and fork fell from the youngster’s hands, and

“Puir mannie!"
a kindly hand to grandson's head.
he hid his face

“Are ye feelin’ no’ weel, dearic?” asked his mother,
rising and coming ta s chair.

“Ay,” came the muffled reply

“Ye best come an' lie doon,' she said after a moment
“Come to yer bed, dearie”
Macgreegor rose at once and followed her to ths

He lay down on the bed and hid his face.

other reom.
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MA MASNIE!"' SAID MR. PURDIE

Lizzie laid a hand on his brow. Tt was rather hot
She did not trouble him with questions.

“It's a pecty ye didna pit yer saxpence in the bank,”
“I'll awa'

Macgreegor said nothing, either then or when he

she said, sadly an’ get the ile”

took the dose a few minutes later. IHis mother spread
a big shawl over him and left him. It was the custo-
mary treatment i the circumstances

About an hour later John who, along with Mr. Pur-
die, had been sitting in almost silent misery, received
permission from Lizzie to visit the patient

“Weel, ma wee man,” he said softly as he bent over
the bed

Silence, then a sob.

“are ye feclin’ any easier?”

“Ha'e ye a pain, Macgreegor?”
A murmur, which might have been one of assent.
“Whaur's the pain, ma laddie?”
No answer. “Is’t there?”

“Naw ;- it—it's furder up,” Macgreegor managed to
say

“There?”

“Furder up.” Macgreegor put his hand to his throat.

John was alarmed, and went at once to infora

Tazzic
“I' gang ben an' see him, John.

She looked anxious.
Stay you wi'
fayther "
“D'ye no' think we sud go an' get the doctor, wife?"”
“I'll sec, John. Dinna vex yersel. It's maybe no’
that serious.”
She went to her son.
“Is yer throat bad, dearie?” she asked him, sitting
down beside him.
“It's no’ bad, but—but it's hurtin’ me"”
“It maun be bad, if it's hurtin’ ye, dearie. Is yer
fecet warm?"  She began to unlace his boots.
“Ay
‘I's yer heid sair?”
“N—naw.”
She drew off his boots  “Yer feet's cosy enough™
“Wait till T licht the gas."

“Dinna licht the

she said, feeling them.
Put Macgreegor caught her hand.
gas, Maw,” he cried chokingly.
“Dut I want to sce your tongue an’ yer throat,
dearie.”

He held her tighter and shivered.

“Ma wee man,” she cried, softly, in her fear, “whit -

is't? Is yer throat unco sair?”

He tried to speak. “It's jist—it's jist—"

“Tell me, dearie.”

“It’s jist sair wi'—wi' sorriness,” he whispered, drop-
ping her hand and burying his face in his arms.

CShe then the miserable confession, or rather the
broken answers to the mother's painful questions,

“I never thocht a laddie o' mines wud play sic a
dirty trick,” said Lizzie sadly, looking down on the
culprit.  “I wud faur rather see ye at the fit o' the
cless—"

“I wis at the fit the day, Maw.”

“Whit gar'd ye dae it?*
“Wis is the saxpence?”

Lizzie 1gnored the appeal
she suddenly demanded.

“Ay?

“But ye didna spend ony o' the saxpence when ys
had the chance. Hco wis that?

“Naw.”

Wis ye feart?”

Lizzie's face softened a thought.
“Ay, Maw.”
There was a short silence. Then Lizzie said quictly:

“Wis ye sorry?”

“I'm no' gaun to say ony mair aboot it, Macgreegor.
T'm gled ye wis sorry in time, but bein' sorry disma
Mind that!

yve've made us a'! Noo I'll ha'e to tell yer Paw an’

mak’ up fur dacin’ wrang. Sce heoo sorry
yer Granpaw, an’ gi'e him back his saxpence.”

Macgreegor groanced with shame

“Ay; I maun tell them, dearic”—the tender word
escaped her cre she knew—"1 maun tell them, fur ye
deceived them, an'—an’ ye wudna like to keep on
deceivin’ them—wud ye?”  She stecoped for his answer.
“I kent ye wudaa, Macgreegor.”

She moved to the door, but a sound from the bed
recalled her. She bent over the boy for a moment.

From the door she said: “No ye best tak' aff yer
clacs, an” gang to bed proper.” She closed the door.

It was a heavy blow to John. He said nothing at all
He blamed

“I had nae business to bribe the puir

Old Mr. Purdie was greatly distressed
himself bitterly
laddie

thocht o' daemn’ the thing. An' him learnin’ the wrang

If it hadna been fur me he wud never ha's

lesson, puir lanb! An' noo he's lyin' in there wi' a
sair conscience, efter no' bein' able to tak’ his nice egg,
an' efter gettin' nesty medicine—'deed! Lizzie, I'm

ashamed o' masel'l I am that! Fur Macgreegor's
no' a bad wean—"

“I never said he wis!" said Lizzie sharply. “Whea
he does wrang, he's sorry There's mony a laddie
wud ha'e spent the saxpence an’ never thocht shame.™

It was a very grateful glance that John gave his wife.

She affected not to see it, but a few minutes later
she said carelessly:

“John, ye micht gang an' see if Macgreegor's sleepin’

Apparently 1t took John about an hour to find out.
When he returned to the kitchen his face wort a
sobered but not an unhappy expression.  Neither he
nor his son had exchanged a word, but the big hand
had said comething to tiae small one, and the small one
had replied.

“He's maybe no” jist sleepin’ yet,” said John, as he
Iit his pipe for the first smoke of the evening. “Wud
ye gang ben an’ see him?” he asked Mr. Purdie.

“No' yet, John; T'll gang in a wee while,” replied
the old man, who was still nursing the feeling of guilt.

But ere long he rose and toddled from the kitchen.
Opening the other door, he peeped in. Macgreegor's
back was to him  Macgreegor's garments lay on a
chair on the near side of the hed. Mr. Purdie stepped
stealthily forward, stealthily slipped the sixpence into
a trouser pocket, and stole quictly from the room.

“Is he sleepm’?” asked Lizzic.

“I couldna fay fur certain,” returned her father, still
trembling with excitement.

Lizzie went to see for herzelf.

“Are ye sleepin’, Macgreegor?” she whispered from
the doorway.

“Not yet, Maw."

“Are ve hungry?"

“Alfu’!”

It is perhaps worthy of record that on the following
Monday afternoon, Macgreegor brought home the
medal—honorably gained; but it is only honest to add-
that he never did so again.
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